
FEATURING 


|THE OLD WITCH 


[the vault-keeper 


ITHE CRYPT-KEEPER 





HEE.HEE.' I SEE YOU'RE HORROR- HUNGRY LGMH... BACK FOR MORE SAVORY SERVINGS OF SCREAMS 
FROM MY CAULDRON/ WELL, GOOD.' WELCOME TO THE HAUNT OF FEAR/ THIS IS YOUR DELIRIUM- 
DIETICIAN, THE OLD WITCH, GOOKING UP ANOTHER REVOLTING RECIPE/ READY? GOT YOUR DROOL CUPS 
FASTENEO UNDER YOUR DRIBBLING CHINS? GOT YOUR SHROUDS TIED NEATLY AROUND YOUR NECKS? 
THEN I'LL BEGIN DISHING OUT THE TERROR -TIDBIT T. CALI 


»The MOSS- LADEN CYPRESS TREES THAT LINE 
iTHE RUTTED BAYOU ROAD SEEM TO PART... ANO AN \ 
OLD PLANTATION HOUSE, WEATHERBEATEN AND J 
| FADED, LOOMS UP IN THE CAR'S HEADLIGHT 
BEAMS' ITS COLUMNED PORTICO LEERS OMINOUSLY^ 
LIKE SOME GIGANTIC FANGED MONSTER SQUATTING 1 
IN THE ROAD, BLOCKING THE AUTOMOBILE'S 4 
1 FURTHER PROGRESS / OFF IN THE DISTANCE A ‘J 
| SWAMP BIRD SCREAMS INTO THE NIGHT, AS IF 4 
, LAUGHING AT TH E DRIVER'S DISCOMFORT... 4 
^^BLASTTf/ THIS* ROADENDS^HEREf 
W M BUT I'M SURE THAT SIGN BACK THERE 1 \ 
Bfj - POINTED THIS WAY.. . — s 


iWM 



fl®\- YO/ 
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i 
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The large brass door- 
knocker RESOUNDS HOLLOWLY 
INSIDE THE ONCE GLORIOUS 
HOUSE ' FOOTSTEPS APPROACH 
AND THE HEAVY OAK FRONT DOOR 
CREAKS OPEN.. ■ 

"YES? HOW DO YOU DO? MY 
Mi NAME IS FORMAN..MAX 
m W FORMAN.' I MUST HAVE 
BI MADE A WRONG TURN A J 
FEW MILES BACK... 


The CAR door swings open ano 

A YOUNG MAN STEPS OUT ' HE 
STRIDES TO WARD THE RUN-DOWN^ . 
MANSION... f THERE'S ~A LIGHT 
' SHINING THROUGH ONE OF THOSE 
SHUTTERED WINDOWS ? THAT A 
, MEANS SOMEONE'S LIVING J 
f THERE.' PERHAPS THEY CAN JP 
give ME DIRECTIONS... St 


WHEW? SWAMP RATS 7 UGH. 
HOW COULD ANYONE LIVE 
'OUT IN THIS GOD-FORSAKEN 
L - COUNTRY? sr, ^ 


GIVEN UP WAITING FOR SOMEONE 
LIKE YOU TO COME ALONG, MR. . 
FORMAN ? YOU SEE, I SWITCHED \ 
THAT SIGN DOWN THERE SO YOU’D 
MARE THE TURN INTO OUR ROAD... 


Yoout /A'.mr.TormanT 
COME IN' MY f I'D 
GONE TO BEDf I'D 
GIVEN UP FOR ^JjL 
’ TONIGHT? JjKMk 


' GIVEN UP? I... I 
OON'T UNDERSTAND.' 


• BUT- 
WHY... 
S WHY.. 

ME? 

CHOKE.. 


EVERETT IS MAD, MR. FORMAN? 

THAT S WHY WE LIVE OUT HERE 
IN THE BAYOUS' HE IS DANGEROUS .'j 
HE IS A HOMICIDAL MANIAC... 


'FOR EVERETT, MR. FORMAN! 
EVERETT. ..MY BROTHER.' 
EVERY SO OFTEN HE GETS 
DIFFICULT ... AND I HAVE 
^TO PROMISE urn THINGS... 





EVERETT HAS A STRONG t. 
DESIRE TO KILL, MR. FORMAN? 
THIS DESIRE CANNOT 00 
UNSATISFIED FOR ANT WrJ 
LENGTH OF TIMET IF IT Mfj 
DOES... HE MAY TURN 31 >1 
m ON MEf 


! YOU’RE ...YOU'RE 
JOK/NSf THIS . 
IS SOME SORT/ 
• OF SASf J k 


VH-HUHHf 
■ FOR EVERETT* 
FOR MEf 


• UH-HUHH fiK-KEEPt 
UH-HUHH'\ AWAY.. . V 


UH-HUHHf 
UH-HUHHf \ 




lThE SCREAMING PROTESTS OF THE YOUNGMAN DIE 
’IN A CHOKING GURGLE AS THE LUMBERING MANIAC’S 
,V ICE -LIK£ FINGERS CLOSE AROUND.HIS NECK ■■■ - 
TAKE "him AWAY, EVERETT ?TAI 
UH-HUHHf TrYHlM DOWN INTO THE CELLAR . 


The ELDER MAN WATCHES AS HIS YOUNGER MAD 
p BROTHER SWINGS THE PROSTRATE FORM OF THE 
' STRANGER OVER HIS MASSIVE SHOULDERS AND 
: MOVES OFF THROUGH THE MUSTY OLD MANSION- 
^DOtfT^ANT TO~S£E ~Y0U ^Sjf£wi-HUHH^ 



Releasing the emergency brake, 

THE ELOER BROTHER LEAPS OUT, 
AND THE CAR ROLLS FORWARD INTO 
THE SUCKING BOG. . .SINKING SLOWLY 
FROM SIGHT? BEYOND, FROM THE 
, MANSION, A SICKENING SHRIEK OF 
\ LAUGHTER ECHOES INTO THE BAYOU 
[ NjGHT. - 

fwSPEVERETT. WELL, PERHAPS^ 
Ithis will SATISFY him . for a 
yi, WHILE, AT least? 


T HE CAR LEAPS FORWARD WITH 1 
A LOUD GRINDING OF GEARS.OOWN 
AN OVERGROWN PATH, FINALLY ‘ 
STOPPING BEFORE A SHIMMERING • 
YELLOW POOL- ywOviM 
r THE Ql//CK-S/)ND POOL jjl Bg 
Kr WILL SWALLOW UP ALL^V«| 
mjn/ TRACES OF IT... 


Later, the door to the old 

PLANTATION HOUSE OPENS AND 
THE ELDER BROTHER COMES OUT.. 


Everett lumbers off and returns shortly -51 
AFTER, A LARGE BLOOD-STAINED SACK SWUNG OVER 
HIS SHOULDERS... 

/heT?HEWAS A DOCTOR , V 
k SIDNEY? I FOUND HIS CARD.' ' 

’ I DON'T LIKE DOCTORS ? ^ 


Finally the car has disappeared below the sur- 

I FACE OF THE ROLLING QUICKSAND POOL? THE ELDER 
BROTHER MOVES BACK THROUGH THE BAYOU OVER- 
l GROWTH TO THE MANSION? EVERETT STANDS IN A 
'THE OPEN DOORWAY, BREATHING HEAVILY? HIS 

'HANDS ARE BLOTCHED RED... _ Ji 

ESsS^ 1 ' 1 I'M ;. FINISHED, “■ ~?N-NQ, THANK ' 

fflSHr SIDNEY f COME... SEE/ / YOU, EVERETT ? 
WlMTil 1 ! iM~ rffli W~ II Hi I JUST PUT what's 

R cw0» LEFT 0F HIM 1 N THE 

SACK . AS USUAL I 


‘ THROW WHAT'S 
LEFT OF HIM IN 
THE QUICKSAND 
POOL , EVERETT... 


THE WOMAN WAS NICE/ 
HER FLESH WAS SO 
SOFTY WHEN I CUT..^ 


^Everett's stupid face brightens? he grins 

' IDIOTICA LLY... , ^ 

REMEMBER THE OTHEPS, SIDNEY' 

THE FAT SALESM AN- AND_ * 

I THE WOMAN ... 


^ YES, EVERETT ? , 
* I REMEMBER? 1 
.60 AHEAD, NOW/ \ 
IN THE QUICK- i. 
r SAND POOL ..Jit 



Everett scurries off toward 

POOL WITH HIS GORY CARGO?' SIDN 
GO? YES .'THE WOMAN' SHE WAS T 
R EMEMBERED HER ~ /•‘"l. 

I'M AFRAID I'VE LOST... { UH-HU H 
MY WAY? COULD YOU A UH-HUH 
HELP ME GET BACK TO 
THE... THE HIGHWAY ? JU& AFl 


I... I .WANTED TO REACH 
HOUMA BY DARK.' I MUST 
HAVE TURNED OFF THE s 
T- _ MAIN ROA D — > 


YOU'LL NEVER MAKE 
HOUMA TONIGHT , / 
MA'AM f YOU'RE 1 
WELCOME TO STAY L 
I THE NIGHT THOUGH? f 
YOU CAN START / 
OUT FRESH IN THE Jj 
[ HORNING ‘£^1/, 


f WELL, I > 
'DON'T KNOW?/ 
1 1 WOULDN'T n 
. WANT TO C 
IMPOSE... ? 


The SCREAM HAD AWAKENED t! 
SIDNEY' HE'D RUSHED TO THE I 

I WOMAN ' S_ ROOM ■ ■ . 

^EVERETT.'' JFUH-HUHH' 
t. CHOKE... UH-HUH Hf < 


Sidney had thrown the oismembered parts 

OF THE WOMAN'S BODY INTO THE QUICKSAND 
POOL' THAT HAD BEEN THE BEGINNING OF IT ' 
AFTER THAT, EVERETT HAD GOTTEN WORSE AND 
WORSE ' AND SIDNEY REALIZED THAT HE’D HAVE 
TO SUPPLY HIS MAD BROTHER WITH OTHER VICTIMS 

I P KEEP HIM SATISFIED.. . ^ ) , - A _ - 

'aLiTrIGHT, EVERETT.QZZ RIGHT? UH-HUHH... L 

I'LL THINK OF SOMETHING UH-HUHH...^ 



^ irTTMt.il. r u \ 



flwdriG 




And now the doctor? Sidney 

WATCHES AS EVERETT LUMBERS 
BACK ONTO THE PORCH CARRYING 
THE EMPTY SACK _ 

[01 D YOU..V / YES, SIDNEY* 

| L>ua « Jl THREW THE PIECES 
s IN THE POOL? rd 


COME TO BED, 
EVERETT? - 


Soon, the lights blink off one I 

BY ONE IN THE RAMSHAKLE OLD ' 
PLANTATION HOUSE? SIDNEY AND 
HIS MAD BROTHER ARE ASLEEP ?i 
BUT DOWN IN THE BAYOU, THE J 
QUICKSAND POOL ROLLS AND 
QUIVERS... 


A STRINGY- HAIRED ROTTED WOMAN'S HEAD BOBS TO 
THE^ SURFACE—^ U 


[Beneath its sucking surface, the dismembered 

PARTS OF THREE BODIES... A WOMAN'S, A SALES- 
MAN'S, ANO A DOCTOR'S... BUMP TOGETHER, TURNING,! 
LAZILY... MELTIN6... FUSING... REORGANIZING \k 
.THEMSELVES— UNTIL.. 


[Another follows-thei plump salesman's face C... And then the recently murde^p.ooctor's risesI 



The figures move forward... into the light; 

BUT THERE IS SOMETHING STRANGELV WRONG ABOUT 
THE FIGURES ! SIDNEY STARES IN HORROR' A WHIMPER 
ESCAP ES FROM.HI3J~HROAT,..^ «^ 

V NO ' NO.' oh % LORD,... JfM 


WHO... WHO'S THERE? EVERETT? 

IS THAT... YOU? I THOUGHT I 
. LOOKED YOU ... IN ... YOUR ...GASP.. 


I FbR THE DISMEMBEREDPARTS} 
OF EVERETT'S THREE VICTIMS ) 

[ HAVE FUSED tNCORREOTLY f \ 
’ THE WOMAN'S HEAD RESTS UPON] 
JHE SALESMAN'S^ TORSO... 


...WHILE DOCTOR FORMAN'S 
HEAD RESTS UPON THE^Bj 

womans torso. .^ mm 


\ ...AND MR. JACKSON'S, THE ' 
[SALESMAN'S, HEAD HAS FUSED 
WITH THE DOCTOR'S BODY... 


(Clutched in one of the mixed-up-figure's hanos! 
IS A SMALL BLACK BAS ... THE KIND USED BY DOC- 
TORS TO CARRY THEIR SHINY LITTLE SHARP 





Locked in his barred-window 

ROOM, EVERETT LISTENS WITH 
GREAT PUZZLEMENT TO THE 
SHRIEKING THAT ECHOES THROUGH 
THE OLD HOUSE FOR' THE NEXT 
TWENTY-FIVE MINUTES... > 


Finally, the shrieking stopsTV 

AND ONLY A SOFT PITIFUL SOB- C 
BING IS HEARD' FROM THE BARRED] 
WINDOW, EVERETT WATCHES AS j 
I THREE FIGURES TOTTER OUT OF 

Ithe mansion ... i 


I... AND BACK INTO THE BAYOU TO 
'JHE QUICKSAND POOL... 


Suddenly, a key rattles into the lock of the 

HEAVY DOOR OF EVERETT’S ROOM 1 HE TURNS 
FROM THE BARRED WINDOW.' SIDNEY, OR WHAT 


HEE, HEE.' YEP.KIOOIES' EVERETT’S VICTIMS REALLY' 1 
MESSED UP HIS BROTHER SIDNEY' YOU MIGHT SAY J 
THEY GOT TOGETHER f OF COURSE, THE DOC WAS A J 
SURGEON, SO HIS HEAD DIRECTED THE WHOLE OPERA- 
TION.' WHAT A LAUGH, THOUGH.' HE’D HAD NO ANAES- 
THETIC IN HIS BAG.' SIONEY THOUGHT IT WAS A SCREAM 
what HAPPENED TO SIDNEY AND EVERETT YOU 
ASK? OH, THEY'RE still DOWN THERE, DEEP IN S 
THE BAYOUS OF LOUISIANA /NEXT 1 
TIME YOU’RE DRIVING IN THAT f 
SECTION, JUST LOOK FOR THEM.' / 
THAT IS... IF THEY DON'T LOOK L 
FOR YOU FIRST. NOW, THE 1 
VAULT-KEEPER AWAITS 1 SEE YOU ) 
| LATER... J 


WAS ONCE SIDNEY BUT IS NOW NOTHING MORE THAN I 
A CONFUSED REORGANIZATION OF SIDNEY'S , 
DISMEMBERED BODY, STANDS BEFORE HIM ...THE 
UPSIDE-DOWN HEAD HANGING FROM THE LEFT 
HIP, SOBBING. ..THE LEFT LEO, SEWN TO THE LEFT 
SHOULDER, CROOKED AWKWARDLY AROUND A MAKE- 
SHIFT CRUTCH. THE R/QHTLEG SWAYING FROM 
THE RIGHT SHOULDER. ..THE LEFT ARM, ERUPT- 
ING FROM THE NECK, GESTICULATING.. .AND THE 

, RIGHT ARM SUPPORTING THE ENTIRE G RISLY SIGHT . 

>EVERETT/ LOOK . . .’ WHAT ^HErVE^'^X’^fej" 

■j done to me.' All aWiie 


UH-HUHH. 

CHOKE... 



Heh.heh' greetings, bo/LS and BORES.' welcome once again to THE VAULT of HORROR' come 
IN AND RELAX... ON that MARBLE SLAB OVER THERE ' THIS is your HOST IN HOWLS. THE VAULT- 
KEEPER, READY TO RELATE ANOTHER TERROR-TOME FROM MY FABULOUS COLLECTION .' X CALL 

T*nss ORiiin^mv^DREiims!^ 



Your name is philip stoker' you're thirty- 

three YEARS OLD... MARRIED... WITH TWO KIDS .. 
A MORTGAGED HOME... AND EVERYTHING TO LIVE 
FOR.' THIS MORNING, AS USUAL, YOU GULPED 
DOWN YOUR BREAKFAST, KISSED YOUR WIFE 
AND CHILDREN GOOD-BYE, AND RUSHED OFF TO 


600D-BYE, DEAR f BE HOME 
EARLY TONIGHT.' THE LAWN 
< NEEDS MOWING! - 




It was a morning like every 
OTHER MORNING FOR YOU, PHILIP 
STOKER' YOU SATIN YOUR USUAL 
SEAT ON THE TRAIN.. .READ YOUR 


Miss trumble showed the 

STRANGER INTO YOUR OFFICE 
AND LEFT' HE STOOO THERE. 


And THEN HE SWUNG TOWARD 
YOU, THE NEEDLE-LIKE HYPODERMIC 
SYRINGE GLITTERING? YOU CRIED 
OUT AS ITS POINT PIERCED YOUR 

WARM FLUID EMPTYING 



YOU LOOK AROUND/ YOU ARE IN SOME SORT OF LABOR- 
ATORY.' YOU ARE SURROUNDED BY A CLUTTER OF 
INTRICATE EQUIPMENT 1 NEARBY, A FORM LIES 
MOTIONLESS ON A TABLE, COVERED WITH A WHITE 
SHEET' A BODY.. 


X LED YOU FROM YOUR OFF/CE\ 
AS ONE LEADS A CHILD, MR. 
"/STOKER? THE DRUG I INJECTED W 
INTO YOUR BLOOOSTNEAM COM- M 
.PLETELY DESTROYED vniip 

LL-PO HER'i jmr\ < pB 



You TRY TO SPEAK/ THE THROBBING IN YOUR BRAIN 
INCREASES IN INTENSITY? YOUR LI PS FORM WORDS, 
BUT ONLY A LOW, CHOKING GROWL ERUPTS FROM YOUR 
THROAT. “* 


. MR. STOKER .IS MY CROWNING " 

ACHIEVEMENT, MY GREATEST MOMENT OF 
GLORY f FOR Z... HEINRICH MORGAN. 

DONE WHAT SCIENCE SAIO NEVER COULD BE 
DONE/1 HAVE SUCCESSFULLY TRANSPLANTED 
A HUMAN BRA/Nj^zr-^ ^ 




A COLD KNIFE- BLADE OF FEAR SLICES DOWN YOUR 
SPINE, PHILIP STOKER'YOU GLANCE, TERRIFIED, AT 
THE OOVERED BODY LYING MOTIONLESS BESIDE YOU< 
DOCTOR MORGAN FOLLOWS YOUR GLANCE, REACHES 
OVER. AND FLINGS BACK THE WH TE SHEET... 


The LABORATORY IS FILLED WITH A BLOOD-OURDLING 
SCREAM... AN INHUMAN SCREAM- WILD AND ANIMAL- 
LIKE... A SCREAM THAT YOU YOURSELF, PHILIP STOKER, 
HAVE JUSTUTTEREO... 


YOUR BRAIN, MR. STOKER, HAS BEEN 
SUCCESSFULLY TRANSPLANTED into 
THE BODY OF A FULLY NATURE 

^AFRICAN GORILLA-.. 


YES, MR. STOKERf THIS 
IS YOUR BODY HERE,' 


'NO'. YOU WANT TO SCREAMf 'NOP 


Suddenly, like so many bands 

OF TISSUE PAPER, THE STRAPS 
PART. 


The mad doctor before you 

SLUMPS TO THE FLOOR- GASPING, | 


WAIT f NO f 8TAY.. 
WHERE... YOU... 


He twists grotesquely in pain...stiffens...then You stand up... swaying unsteadily^ you look 

IS STILLfYOU BEND OVER HIM, AWKWAROLY...FIN ALLY AROUND, PANIC-STRICKEN f YOUR GLANCE FALLS ON 

FALLING TO YOUR KNEES AND PLACING YOUR EAR TO THE PARTIALLY COVERED COLO WHITE CORPSE ON 







The needle is HEAL, philip' 
THE LABORATORY IS REAL?THE 
DOCTOR. ..YOUR BODY * YOU '. . . 
EVERYTHING IS REAL / LOOK 
INTO THE MIRROR, PH\UP STOKER' 

SE^Oj ^ YOURSELF^. 

ffAMfl 1 " OH.LORD /I...I AM 

m GORILLA f 


Finally, you back away from 
YOUR BODY... STARING DOWN AT 
CHALK-WHITE FACE... 


No, PHILIP STOKER ? THIS IS NO 
HORRENDOUS NIGHTMARE /THE 
STINGING PAIN OF THE NEEDLE 
TELLS YOU THAT... 


NO? NOT THIS IS SOME SORT OF 
HORRIBLE NIGHTMARE/ I'LL 
AWAKEN SOON. . . AND EVERYTHIN 
WILL BE ALL RIGHT ' 

mm 


jOOOVWW- 


Hysteria takes hold of you. ..the sudden, 

SCREAMING HYSTERIA OF HELPLESSNESS? YOU 
STUMBLE TO YOUR BODY ...TO THE BODY OF PHILIP 
STOKER... AND S WEEP IT UP FROM THE TABLE... 


..AND THEN YOU'RE RUSHING HEADLONG DOWN A 
LONELY, DARK COUNTRY ROAD... CARRYING YOUR DEAD 
BODY IN YOUR ARMS... SHOUTING FOR HELP? ONLY 
YOUR SHOUTS ECHO INTO THE NIGHT AS DISMAL 


■got TO GET HELP /GOT TO GET MY 
BRAIN PUT BACK WHERE IT ^ 
fRg&ELONGS / GOT TO... 


FRIGHTENING HOWLS. 


The car's brakes squeal shrilly as it skids 

TO A STOP BEFORE YOU ? A POLICE CAR / YOU 
CAN HEAR THE OCCUPANTS' ANXIOUS VOICES... 


Finally you stop running? you stand in the 

MIDDLE OF THE ROAD, GASPING FOR BREATH ... 
GROWLING? WHERE ARE YOU GOING, PHILIP STOKER? 
WHAT CAN YOU ACCOMPLISH ? CAN YOU TALK? CAN] 
YOU TELL ANYONE WHAT HAS HAPPENED TO YOU? 1 
WAIT, PHILIP? THINK f LOOK? A CAR IS COMING? J 


P HOLY COW, HANK? 
IT'S THAT MISSING 
L GORILLA/ 


IT'S KILLED 
SOMEBODY? LET'S 




THEY'RE LEAPING FROM THE CAR, PHILIP 'THEY'VE 
DRAWN THEIR GUNS' RUN.' RUNS DROP YOUR BOOY 

AND RUN.' THEY'RE SHOOT/ NS AT YOU 

r HE'S HEADIN' INTO 

1 THE WOODS 'AFTER MsaUP s 

L mu' iffjflM 1 ' Ml 



A U/SS/NO GORILLA.' THEY THINK YOU'RE A 
MISSING GORILLA.' DIDN'T YOU RE AO ABOUT 
THAT, PHILIP? OIDN'T YOU ftEAD ABOUT IT IN THE 
NEWSPAPERS THE OTHER NIGHT?... 


OH, LORD.' THAT'S RIGHT f A GORILLA WAS 
MISSING FROM A OIROUS PLAYING UPSTATE { 
JHAT ORAZY DOCTOR MUST'VE STOLEN HIM ? 



Amo NOW YOU'RE THAT GORILLA, 
PHILIP' TOUR BRAIN IS IN ITS 
BODY 'AND IF YOU'RE NOT CARE- 
FUL, THEY’LL SHOOT YOU... 


NO USE IN ^ 
CHASIN' HIM 
ANY FURTHER? 
IT'S TOO DARK 

IN HERE f / 


\LET’S GET BACK 
TO THE ROAD AND 
/ SEE ABOUT THAT I 
.POOR GUY HE J 

3^ GOT' 



Y THIS IDENTIFICA- 
TION CARD IN HIS 
WALLET SAYS 
'PHILIP STOKER... 

^ 196 ELM AVENUE-' 



Gloria... your wife f they'll 

GET IN TOUCH WITH HER f TMEY’lL 
TELL HER YOU'RE DEAD... 
'’...AND THE KIDS' THEY'LL... 
THEY'LL MOURN FOR ME ' BUT 
I'M NOT DEAD' I'M... X'M 
ALIYE... — 




After what seems like hours of cutting 

CROSS-COUNTRY, DUCKING INTO DEEP SHADOWS, 
AND SCA LING FENCES, YOU REACH YOUR SUBURBAN 
HOME. 


THERE'S... THERE'S A 
. LIGHT ON.' ^ 




In THE CAR' THERE'S A PENCIL 
AND A PAD IN THE GLOVE COM- 
PARTMENT f YOU KEPT IN THERE 
TO RECORD GAS EXPENSES' YOU 
SLIP INTO THE GARAGE... 


WRITE' I'LL WRITE 
A NOTE' PAPER. . . PENCIL. 


BUT...BUT WHAT GOOD WOULD 
IT DO’ WHAT OOULD THEY 



That's right, philip? what could they do for 

YOU? YOUR HUMAN BODY LIES IN A FUNERAL PAR- 
LOR, R/O/D WITH RIGOR MORTIS .'DOCTOR HEIN- 
RICH MO RGAN LIES DEAD ON HIS LABORATORY 
FLOOR. 


THERE'S... THERE'S ONLY ONE THING 


I... I COULDN'T EXPECT 
HER TO... TO TAKE A 

. ME AS I AM! J 




Soon, the circus animal-keeper begins to make 
HIS ROUNDS? SUDDENLY, HE SEES YOU... 


And so, as dawn breaks over the circus 

GROUNDS, YOU SLIDE THE BOLT OF THE EMPTY 
GORILLA CAGE OPEN AND YOU CLIMB IN 


WELL,.f'ZZ BE...? HEY.' 
UARKO.' STUMPY.' L OOK' THE 

.GORILLA'S BACK f 


And then, one dAy.you seethem... 
GLORIA... AND THE KIDS. . .MOVING 
THROUGH THE CIRCUS MENAGERIE 


They look up at you... your 

CHILDREN.' THEY LOOK UP AT 
YOU WITH ANGRY FACES 


All day long, as the circus 

MOVES FROM TOWN TO TOWN, YOU 
SIT CROUCHED IN YOUR CAGE, STAR- 
ING OUT AT THE HUMAN BEINGS WHO 
CROWD BEFORE YOU... 


wHATE • HATE ' COME 


HEy IS HE THE 


' YOU! 
HATE 
YOU' 


' THAT'S himO 
THAT'S THE 
ONE THAT . 
ESCAPED.' I 


IS HE THE 
ONE THAT 
KILLED 
DADDY? 


KILLED A 
man iTHAfS 
WHAT HE 
V DID/ I 


' HEH, HEH ? ANYBODY CARE FOR A 
BANANA ? THAT'S THE FRUIT WITH 


For a long moment, gloria stares at you... stares into your 

BEADY EVES? A FLICKER OF RECOGNITION SEEMS TO BRIGHTEN HER 
PALE AND DRAWN FACE? BUT SUDDENLY, IT IS GONE? SHE TURNS 
AWAY ? YOU CLUTCH THE BARS OF YOUR CAGE, DRAW YOUR BLACK 
LIPS BACK R EVEALING YOUR CRIJEL YELLOWED FANGS, AND YOU 
SHRIEK ... I Ifc'V fry A Wiy, . » 


APPEAL.' APE APPEAL? BY THE WAY ? 
NEXT TIME YOU SEE A CAGED 
GORILLA, BE KIND TO HIM, EH? HE 
JAAY BE... PHI LIP? AND NOW, FIENDS, 
■■■■■■X'LL TURN YOU BACK 
TO THE OLD W/TCH' 
mJH SHE'S STANDING THERE 
■ V /S ANXIOUSLY STIRRING 
THAT SLOP-POT OF 

hers/ phew' •bye? 


It IS A SHRIEK OF UTTER RESIGNATION, PHILIP STOKER? A SHRIEK OF 
SURRENDER? THE BODY HAS WON f YOU ARE A GORILLA ... 





OLD QUEEN. ONCE UPON A TIME THERE 
OLO KING, TOO, BUT HE'D BEEN LAID TO REST BEFORE 
OUR STORY TOOK PLACE ...DRIVEN TO HIS CRAVE BY 
THE CRANKY OLD QUEEN'S CONSTANT NAGGING AND 
KIN6D0M WAS RULED BY 
HERSELF... 



Naturally, the cranky old queen's palace stuff 

DESPISED HER. ALL SHE EVER DID WAS YELL AT THEM 
AND COMPLAIN. SHE WAS NEVER SATISFIED WITH ANY- 
THING THEY DIO. LIKE THE POOR SEAMSTRESS, FOR 

EXAMPLE... 


TRY TO FIX IT? YOU'D ] 
BETTER FIX IT, OR ^ 
I'LL HAVE YOU THROWN 
INTO THE SLIMIEST, 
CRAWL ZEST DUNGEON 
W I HAVE. JT~W. 


WHAT? YOU CALL THIS FINISHED .< 
LOOK HOW IT FITS ME ...HERE... 
AND HERE f IT'S TERRIBLE... r 

Sr TERRJBLE f SS 


But of course it was very difficult 
FOR the poor nervous seamstress to 

PIN UP THE QUEEN’S GOWN CORRECTLY 
WHILE THE OLD NAG WAS YELLING AT HER, 
THREATENING HER, INSULTING HER... 


r OF^OURSE7l COULD END THIS GRIM FAIRY TALE BY TELL- 
ING YOU THAT ONE OAY, IN A FIT OF TEMPER , THE POOR 
[CHASTISED SEAMSTRESS FINALLY GRABBED THE OLD CRAB 
AND SEWED HER MOUTH SHUT.. i 


ANO THIS IS YOUR LAST 
CHANCE , YOU CLUMSY 
STUPID NEEDLE-PUSHER' 
IF MY NEXT FITTING ISN'T 
- MY LAST.. I'LL... I'LL... 


Y-YES.YOUR 
MAJESTY f 
PLEASE' 
HOLO STILL 
SO I CAN 
7 PIN... / 


[ANO THEN STOOD HER ON THE 


... BUT THAT'S NOT WHAT HAPPENED! 
THE POOR SEAMSTRESS DIDN'T 
HAVE THE COURAGE? ALL SHE COULD 
DO WAS LISTEN TO THE QUEEN'S 
. AND DREAM ABOUT 


And stuck pins in her until 

THE CRANKY OLD BAG WENT OUT 
OF HER MIND.. 


\F ITT INS STA 


RAVINGS. 

DOING THOSE THINGS. 


...AND YOU'D BETTER ) HUH? CM... 
SEE TO IT THAT... J YES, YOUR 
THAT ...ARE YOU bj MAJESTY?] 

LISTENING TO MB ■■ 
tor ME? 



T HEN THERE WAS THE ROYAL INTERIOR DECORATOR. 
SHE TOO WAS CONSTANTLY BEING CRITICISED AND 
SCOLDED AND THREATENED BY THE CRANKY QUEEN- 


Y-YES, YOUR 
MAJESTY. I... I‘D 
| LIKE TO SHOW 
YOU A FEW 
THINGS ...IF YOU 
HAVE THE TIME'. 


WHAT DID I TELL YOU ABOUT 
THAT BARE WALL THERE? - 
1 TOLD YOU I WANTED SOME- 
THING ON ^ ... ANYTHING ... 

TO BREAK UP THAT BARE ^ 
ter MONOTONY '. IgB 


ROYAL INTERIOR 
[DECORATOR? 


r-YES YOUR 
MAJESTY. 1 


BAH 7 UGLY 7 


I THOUGHT.. 
PERHAPS ...THIS 
[TAPESTRY... w. 


(this oriental’ 
Lr RUG... 


WELL? WELL? 
COME i COME? 
SAY IT? SAY IT? 
I HAVEN'T ALL 
W DAY? 


DON'T YOU 
7 HAVE ANY - 
IMAGINATION? 


Of courses could END this grim fairy tale 
Bright here by telling you that one oay, in a 
FIT OF TEMPER, THE POOR CHASTISED INTERIOR 
DECORATOR GRABBED THE CRANKY OLD QUEEN AND 
HUNG HER ON THAT BARE CASTLE WALL... 


But that's not what happened, the poor girl 

DIDN'T HAVE THE COURAGE? ALL SHE COULD DO WAS 
LISTEN TO THE QUEEN'S RAVINGS... AND DREAM 
ABOUT DOING IT... 


WELL? WELL? 
PERHAPS WHAT • 


ER... AH... PERHAPS A 
PAINTING, YOUR MAJESTY? 
A PAINTING OF. ..OF... OF 
1 YOUf A PORTRAIT f 



YES, YOUR 
’ MAJESTY1 


A PORTRAIT? OF ) THE ROYAL 
'ME? HMMMM'w'ARTIST COULD. 


AND IT'D BETTER LOOK 
LIKE ME IF YOU KNOW 
.WHAT'S 600D FOR YOU' 


OF.. .COURSE, YOUR 
MAJESTY? OF COURSE. 


And so, the cranky queen began to sit for her 
[portrait, every day she sat and nagged the royal 

ARTIST, THREATENING HIM, WHILE HE TRIED TO PAINT 
1 HER LIKENESS. FINALLY... 


IT DOES NT LOOK 
LIKE ME/ I LOOK TOO' 
OLD/ DO THE FACE -4 
OVER... 



So THE ROYAL ARTIST PAINTED THE FACE 


OVER. 


MOPS' TOO STERN LOOKING' 
CAN'T YOU GET IT TO LOOK 
gg LIKE ME? 


( IT... IT'S DIFFICULT 
WHEN... YOU... I-.I'LL > 
DO IT OVER, YOUR M 
M MAJESTY ' Ml 


STILL DOESN'T LOOK 
LIKE ME' TOO YOUNG f 
XJ30 IT OYER. . ) 


And for the fourth time, 

WHEN THE CRANKY OLD QUEEN 
LOOKED AT THE FINISHED POR- 
TRAIT, SHE RAVED... " 


The royal artist looked at 

THE QUEEN WITH WIDE STARING 
EYES... ■ 


PORTRAIT WAS REPAINTED. 


AND IT'D BETTER LOOK 
LIKE ME THIS TINE ( 
OR ELSE I'LL HAVE l 
YOUR FINGERS 
BURNED IN OIL.'/ 


/ GULP f 
YES, YOUR 
MAJESTY? 


THERE'S ONE WAY. 
TO MAKE SURE 
IT LOOKS LIKE 
YOU, YOUR MAJESTY' 


EH? ER... 
ROYAL 
r ARTIST.. 


f!T DOESN'T*— 
LOOK LIKE NEf 
CAN'T YOU GET ^ 
S IT TO LOOK ) 
\ LIKE ME? ^ 


And as he moved toward her, drooling , the 


AND BROUGHT IT DOWN ON THE CRANKY OLD 


ROYAL ARTIST PICKED UP A LARGE AXE. 


ROYAL ARTIST f 
PUT DOWN ^ 
t.THAT AXE' 


THIS TIME. -EH... EH... 
THE PORTRAIT WILL 
LOOK LIKE YOU .YOUR 
MAJESTY ... 




And the royal interior decorator framed the royal 

ARTIST'S CANVAS WITH GREAT CARE,. 


CANVAS 


ALMOST . 


ALMOST FINISHED, ROYAL 
f INTERIOR DECORATOR? i 


ALMOST FINISHED, > 
ROYAL SEAMSTRESS? 


And the entire harassed and nagged staff OF THE CRANKY QUEEN’S CASTLE CHEERED AS THE PC 


WAS HUNG ON THAT BARE WALL- 


AMAZING L/NENESS, 
W ROYAL ARTIST?^ 


"good SEW/NS JOB, Y THE PERFECT TH/86 FOR 
ROYAL SEAMSTRESS f^THAT SPOT, ROYAL DECORATOR. 


HEE, HEE? AND THE ROYAL SEAM- 


Indeed, the royal artists portrait of the oueen was an 
AMAZIN6 U HEN ESS. AND WHY SHOULDN'T IT HAVE BEEN WALE 
THE CRANKY OLD QUEEN'S HEAD HAD BEEN NEATLY SEWN TO THE 
CANVAS... 


STRESS, MO THE ROYAL DECORATOR, 
AND THE ROYAL ART/8T DIDN'T GET 
A S/NGLE COMPLAINT ABOUT THEIR 


WORK THIS TIME, KIDDIES? NOT ONE 

WORD / WEU HEE, HEE.,.. NATURALLY f 

THE OUEEN WAS IN NO POSITION TO 
OBJECT. SHE'D ALREADY LOST PACE/ 
SO AFTER THAT, AS IN ALL FAIRY 
TALES, EVEN SR/M ONES, EVERYBODY 
LIVED HAPPILY EVER AFTER f ANO 
1 NOW, THE CRYPT- 

I keeper awaits 

PAHl V WITH A TENDER 
W II - LITTLE TALE OF 

t foses a nd 

Mk$W$Xm**VELRr AND 
W«Jk1 imm REVULSION/ | 
i\IHL ,bye ■ now? A 






Yes' FOR THE LAST THREE YEARS, LOUELLA HAO 
DEVOTED ALL OF HER ENERGIES AND AFFECTIONS 
TO THE CULTIVATION OF THE PICTURESQUE FLOWER 
GARDEN AND LUSH GREEN LAWN THAT SURROUNDED 
THEIR SMALL SUBURBAN HOME... ft - ■ — 

I...WAS ONLY TRYING J WELL, KEEP AWAY FROM THE 
TO SEE IF IT FLOWERS, GOOFREY* YOU’LL 

SHELLED P/fETTYrWtb ^f WILT THEM... jW 


In FACT, LOUELLA WAS ALMOST FANATIC ABOUT THE 
CONDITION OF HER GARDEN* EVERY DAY SHE WAS OUT 
IN IT, WEEDING THE YARDS AND YARDS OF FLOWER 
BEDS -.PLANTING... TRANSPLANTING. ..SEEDING THE 
LAWN-MOWING THE LAWN-RAKING THE LAWN... 


"'3/ I'M BRINGING THIS FOLDING 
r* CHAIR OUT THERE.' THINK 
I'LL TAKE A HAP IN THE SUN... 


ARE YOU DOING \ 


YOU'LL DO NO SUCH THINS f 
THAT CHAIR WILL SMOTHER 
THE CRASS/ DO YOU TH INK ) 
fVE WORKED AND SLAVED k 
ON THIS LAWN JUST FOR 
YOU TO RUIN nr? 


Y HONESTLY, LOU ELL A' 
WHAT 6000‘S A LAWN 
IF YOU CAN’T 
5^ ENJOY IT? 


OOOPS/ 


MY PRIZE' WZcwJr 
PETUNIA/ 

YOU STUPID, CLUMSY) ACCIDENT/ 


A GUY GETS ONE 
\ DAY OFF A 
) WEEK AND HE 
/ CAN'T EVEN 
STRETCH OUT 
ON HIS OWN LAWN.. 

GRUMBLE... GRUMBLE... 


I GODFREY!, 


YOU CAN ENJOY T 
IT BY L00K/N6 \ 
AT IT* YOU DON’T. 
HAVE TO LIE J 
ALL OVER IT*/ 


IDIOT/ YOU STUPID,. 
^ CLUMSY... V 





Yfes? LOUELLA NS4.? ALMOST FANATIC ABOUT HER GAR- 
DEN ? AND GODFREY WAS MISERABLE BECAUSE OF IT? 
ONE DAY... 

'NOW WHAT ARE 
YOU DOING ? 


STOP IT.' STOP m 

YOU CAN’T DRIVE A NAIL 
INTO THAT TREE' YOU'RE 
V LIABLE TO KILL IT? V 


WHAT?TH/8 UTTL£ 
NAIL WILL KILL 
A TREE THAT B 16...? 


i I'M HAND /NO UP A HAMMOCK ' 
A HAMMOCK WON'T SMOTHER 
YOUR DARN OL' GRASS' I’M HANG- 
ING IT BETWEEN THESE TWO 
TREES... SEE ? UP H/SH. OFF 

THE GRASS... W | ^ 


GODFREY HICKS - 


OKAY, 

IF YOU DRIVE THAT I LOUELLA? 
NAIL INTO THAT JE L OKAY.' , 

tree... 


WHAT DO I CARE WHATX WELL, YOU 
YOUR BLASTED GARDEN \COULD 
LOOKS UKE ? BESIDES.') INVITE 
WHO SEES IT, AMY- y SOME OF 
WAY T kMgtfL YOUR 

JSj* OFFICE 

fflTOry wm FRIENDS 

¥ AA OVER... 


') HANG IT UP 1 
' AT ALL.' I A 
WON'T HAVE I 
IT SPOtUNS THE\ 
LOOKS OF MY J 
- GARDEN f A 


... AND THEIR W/YE8. 
OF COURSE? THEIR 
WIVES WOULD BE 
INTERESTED, A 
v X THINK? 


r OH ...THE BOYS WOULD BE 
INTERESTED, LOUELLA ? 

VERY INTERESTED, , 
YEAH.' I'LL INVITE r® 
THEM... FOR NEXT AlSf. 
SATURDAY.' /W& 


SHOW IT TO 
TWII? OF COURSE, 
THEY'D HAVE TO 
k BE CAREFUL... 



TEN OR 
.TWELVE/ 


OH, I TOLD 
'them ALL 
\ ABOUT IT' 


NO, DEAR.' 
NOT MANY' 
JUST TEN 
OR TWELVE „ 


INVITE TOO MANY, 
DID YOU, GODFREY? 


WELL, LOUELLA Tl HOPE YOU TOLD\ 
DEAR' I'VE INVITED) THEM ABOUT MY 
A FEW PEOPLE J GARDEN. GODFREY.' 
FOR TOMORROW.' i. I MEAN... ^ 


FOR DINNER/ GODFREY' YOU 
DIDN'T.' DO YOU REALIZE HOW MUCH 
WORK IT IS TO MAKE DINNER FOR , 
TEN OR TWELVE COUPLES? A 


GODFREY.' TEN OR TWELVE 

COUPLES’ yA 

( OH, DEAR' OH...DEAR- M* 


FOR 

DINNER ! 


COUPLES . 



it’s an OUTDOOR BARBECUE. lou elia' 
I INVITED EVERYBODY TO A BAR- 





Louella-s proud garden was quickly jammed wit 

SHOUTING LAUGHING PEOPLE... j j agpff j j . 
f HEY. STEVEY' W0>V,GODFREY/TlET'S HAVE^ 
k OVER HERE/j®. BRING ON THE J SOME DRINKS 
sEfc---—. — FOOD/ -/first, GOOFREY - 
BOYf 


GUESTS 


BEGAN TO ARRIVE/ LOUELLA WAS WHITE AS A 
GHOST WITH NERVOUSNESS / GO 
THEM CHEERFULLY... 1 p """ 

HI, ED... MOLLY/ C'MON VlOUND 
THE BACK / IZ AND EDITH ARE 
HERE ALREADY / MurnKsalf 


I P-PLEASE BE ^ 
/CAREFUL OF . 
THE ROSE 
BUSHES, FOLKS/ 


They thronged about; mashing down the lush| 


GREEN LAWN. 


'make mine'T' LOOKA MEf JSTOPf 
WELL DONE,] I'M A tffl MY 
GODFREY/ "jLsAEELLE fJn^L/LACSf 


LOOK OUT ^ 

STUPID/ YUH 
DUMPED THE 
CHARCOAL A 


'IN thek/tchenJ HOT A 
phil/ there's V CLOUD 
TWO MORE ff INNA / 
TRAYS/ SKY/ / 

*h*tta \ 


Everybody was happy/ every - 


LOOK, ev'y'b'dy/ 


ORCHIDS... wW 
fro THE HOSTESH V 
WITH THE MOSHTESH.. 


MY PRIZE 


I BRUNG MY 
PORTABLE 
PHONO. ..WO.. 
PHONA —WO.. 
YICTROLA/ 


hoo-T thish T* 
HAH/ /BOTTLE'S ) I 
HOT/) EMPTY// CL 




MMMM'Xl'LL TAKE' 

oEuaous\ seconds •. 

GODFREY^A-— 


OOPS ? 


T CLUMSY? V ALL 1 
YUH DROPPED ] OVER 
THE MUSTARD) MYCAR- 
BOTTLEfJ NATIONS 


THAT'S T WAIT? W C 'MON, 


PPE7TY ?CUT 
_ ME SOME, r 
( EDITH 


THAT* THE LAST OF T' C'MON, 
THE FRANKS AND / MOLLY i 
BEAMS, FOLKS< A LESH 00? 


'SOUSE meI 

LOU EL LA < 
KIN I TAKE \ 
A BOUQUET 
HOME FOR ‘ 
MY MOTHER? 


And then they were gone, and a oreadful silence 

FELL UPON LOUELLA'S BATTERED AND MASHED, UPTURNED 


WELL f S' LONG, 
900FREY< EVERY- 
THING WASH ^ 
tW SHWEL L ir" 


r G'BYE, ~ 
LOUELLA' 
THANKSH?. 




Godfrey grinned sarcastically at her. 


Suddenly, poor louella 's eyes filled 

WITH TEARS? SHE FAIRLY SHRIEKED- 


L-LOOK ...LOOK AT IT' 

RUINED 'RUINED* 


THAT'S THE FIRST TIME I'VE 
ENJOYED THIS PANSY- PLOT 
SINCE WE MOVED IN.' U& 


MY..UY.. SOB. 
GARDEN f 


She moved toward him...whimper- 


LOUELLA STARED AT GODFREY WIThI 


LOUELLA' 


ING' AS SHE PASSED THE BARBECUE 
WITH THE RED HOT COALS STILL 
GLOWING IN IT, LOUELLA PICKED 
UP THE CARVING KNIFE- 


THAT'S WHAT A « 
GARDEN'S FORT I 
TO ENJOY IT' LIKE- 
LIKE BARBECUING J 


r YES... ' 

BARBECUING.' 


.BARBECUING 

IN IT f YES... y- 


When they came to investigate the blood-curdling screams 

THAT HAD EMANATED FROM THE RUINED GARDEN, THEY FOUND LOUELLA- 
THE APRON TIED AROUND HER HEAVING BODY, THE CHEF’S HAT TILTED 
CRAZILY ON HER PERSPIRING FACE.. . BUSILY TURNING RICHLY BROWNED 
ODD SHAPES ON THE BARBECUE RACK.' AND SHE WAS MUTTERING SOFTLY 


YES' YES/ THATS WHAT A 


GARDEN'S FORf TO BARBECUE 
. INIT...EH..EH...EH... 


WALLS... AND SHE WATERS THEM 
REGULARLY. .. BUT NOTHING COMES 
UP f NOTHING EXCEPT HER DINNER 

w ^ EVERYTIME 

THEY SERVE HER 
BROILED FOOD/ 
W'fa' ilfl HEH.HEH.' WE'LL 

/W: ALL SEE YOU 

ml iL& tWlW NEXT IN MY MAG, 
TALES FROM 
/ i, THE CRYPT.' 

I i 'bye, now.' / 



